existing volumes of verse. But it certainly never entered
either of their heads that Ms unerring perspicacity had again
spotted a winner and that a distant future was to justify
every word that he spoke.
Nor, looking back with the eye of one who knows the
sequel, can I regret the fact that John was not, at that time,
able to decipher the writing on the wall. True, she was by
then a very different person from the embryonic youngster
who had met Ladye at Homburg, Athletic diversions had
receded into the background and she had to a great extent
come into her destined inheritance of intellectual, artistic
and religious understanding. But her experiences had been
chiefly pleasurable and, while a reciprocated devotion to an
eminently worthy object had done much to develop in her
the latent unselfishness and tenderness that had hitherto
lacked scope, she had, apart from the unhappiness of her
childhood, and passing storms of emotional despair, never
suffered deeply, as she was to do during the years that
elapsed before she began to fulfil Mr. Heinemann's pro-
phecy.
All the same, even if they were unproductive of intellec-
tual fruit, I like to think of those years from 1907 until
1913 ... Except for one passing emotional storm to which
I have already alluded, they were so happy; the happiest
she had ever known, or was perhaps ever to know. An
easy, congenial, interesting existence in perfect company,
with her newly-awakened perceptions rising one by one
into her consciousness and welcomed and fostered with
sympathy and understanding.... No; injustice to myself,
I will not, cannot, say that she was not to know an equal
happiness later, and many times in our long pilgrimage to-
gether. Perhaps she was to rise to greater heights of true
happiness such as are only reached by those who have
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